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"Jesper?" 

He banged his fist on the door for the fifth time, growling in frustration when he got no response. 
"Dude, open the fucking door, or I'm gonna call the police!" 

Still nothing. 

Niclas stepped down from the porch and hugged his jacket to himself. It was early spring in Gothenburg, 


and most of the snow had cleared off the ground. It was still fucking cold and damp, sometime after one in the 


morning. He hadn't been able to fall asleep because Peter had texted him asking if he'd heard from Jesper 


lately, and he hadn't, and apparently no one else had, and now he was fucking worried. And Jesper hadn't 


returned his calls. 


So now he was here, at Jesper's house, in the middle of night, freezing his ass off, and wondering if his 


friend finally drank himself to death. 

"Jesper!" 

He could hear the television going faintly, could see there were lights on through the curtains. Frustrated, 
he pulled out his phone. Jesper would fucking kill him if he called the police. He turned the flashlight on and 
used it to help walk the perimeter of the house, hoping for the off chance that his band mate would have 
forgotten to lock the back door. 


He frowned as he tripped over several trash bags. Shining his light towards the ground, he saw the man's 


recycling bin was overflowing with beer cans. 

Well, that answered that question 

He made his way to the back door and tried the handle. Luckily, it gave, and he was able to let himself in. 

He was met with the stink of beer and old food as he entered through Jesper's kitchen. Dishes were 
stacked unwashed in the sink. Pizza boxes and other takeout containers littered every inch of counter space. 
There were beer cans and bottles on every surface, including some on the ground. The trash bin was 
overflowing. Niclas plugged his nose and stepped through the mess and into the living room. The smell wasn't as 
bad here, mostly covered by the stench of cigarette ash, but there was still trash everywhere. The television 
was blaring, but the person who was watching it was passed out on the couch in only his underwear and a 
sweat-stained t-shirt. 

"Jesper," Niclas said 


No response. 


"Jesper!" This time, he crouched down, picked an empty aluminum can off the floor, and launched it at the 


blonde, hitting him right in the shoulder. 
That jolted the guitarist awake. 


"Hu-wha--!" He sat up, looking dazed, fixing unsteady eyes on his band mate. "Niclas? What.how did you get 


in?" 
"You left the door unlocked," Niclas said. "What is all this? What happened?" 


Jesper put his head in his hands, his greasy hair falling forward to obscure his face. 


"Why didn't you tell me you were coming over?" he groaned. 


"Check your fucking phone," Niclas said. "I did! Several times! And | knocked on the door as well, but no one 
answered. What was | to think? You could have drowned in your own puke or died from alcohol poisoning!" 


"The last thing | need right now is for you to scold me." 

"That's not what I'm here for," Niclas told him. "I'm here to make sure you're fucking alive, man!" 
Jesper waved both hands at him, putting on a fake grin. 

"Well, look! I'm alive! Now you know, and now you can go back home." 


"It doesn't work like that, Jesper," Niclas said. "Let's get you cleaned up. When's the last time you 
showered?" 


"Yesterday," Jesper said. 
"Somehow | doubt that." 
Please," Jesper moaned. "Go home. | can take care of myself.” 


"Clearly you can't," Niclas said. "This place is a fucking mess. You're a fucking mess! Come on, let's get you 
in the shower while | do some cleaning up around here." 


"Niclas--" 
"You don't have the option of refusing my help. Get up, come on, or I'll make you get up." 


After a bit more coaxing, Niclas finally got the miserable looking man up off the couch and on his way into 
the bathroom. Immediately, Niclas began picking up the litter, filling up several trash bags with bottles and food 
scraps. He breathed a sigh of relief when he heard the shower turn on, then continued cleaning. He turned off 
the television before heading into the kitchen and swiping all the trash off the counter into bags. Next, he 
washed the dishes and scrubbed the counters. He piled the bags by the back door and returned to the living 


room to run the vacuum. 


When he finished that, Jesper was still in the shower, so he wandered to the man's bedroom to see the 
damage in there. 


Inside, there were more bottles scattered around. A few piles of clothes decorated the floor, and the 
bedding was gathered to one side of the bed. On the table beside the bed were a few more bottles, a dirty 


ashtray, and several disturbingly crusty looking used tissues. 


He bent down and started collecting clothing off the floor to throw into the wash. He tossed the clothes 
onto the bed before stripping the sheets off and taking the entire pile out of the room to start the washer. 
He returned to the bedroom with a trash bag to clean everything else up. 


After he plucked the dirty tissues off the table and threw those away, Jesper joined him, towel around his 
waist and damp hair dripping down his tattooed shoulders. 


"What happened to all my stuff?" he asked. 

"Its in the washer," Niclas responded, dumping the contents of the ashtray into the bag. 

"You didn't have to do all this," Jesper said, and Niclas turned to look at him. 

"Someone had to," Niclas told him, "and you clearly weren't going to do it yourself 

Jesper's face looked bloated from the alcohol, and he had dark bags beneath his blue eyes. He looked better 
than earlier, though, with his hair washed, and the smell of booze was replaced with pleasant soap. He looked 
more aware, more like himself. He must have been sobering up by now. 

"Thanks," he said. "I sort of got in a rough spot, mentally, and |..." 

‘It's okay," Niclas said. "Go ahead and get dressed and then we'll talk. Do you have a spare set of bed 


sheets?" 


Together, they made Jesper's bed with clean sheets. Niclas watched as the blonde crawled under the 
blankets and got comfortable before gesturing for him to join. The brunette took a seat beside him, on top of 
the bedding, and folded his hands in his lap. 

Jesper peered up at his band mate. 

"You look so sad," he said. 

| was worried about you," Niclas replied. 

Jesper smiled slightly. "| don't deserve a friend like you." 

"You'd do the same for me," Niclas said. 


"Would |?" 


"| think so." 


"You have too much faith in me," Jesper said. "To be a good friend, to take care of myself, to be a good 


person, to be sober..." 


Niclas wasn't sure why he did it, but he reached his hand out and began to gently stroke his friend's hair 
in what he hoped was a comforting gesture. 


‘Of course | have faith in you," Niclas said. "You're one of the strongest people | know." 
"But I'm not strong," Jesper said. "Look at me. | fell off the fucking wagon again" 


"Sobriety is a daily battle," Niclas said. "You know this. You can't win every day forever. Sometimes it's okay 
to break When you do, I'll be here to support you and pick up the pieces again. That's what friends are for." 


They talked a long while. Jesper unleashed much of the demons he was facing, the heartaches, the failures. 
He had deeper insecurities than Niclas had been aware of, and that apparently drove him back to the bottle a 
few weeks ago. There was great pain within him, from ruined relationships with lovers, friends, and family. 
Niclas did his best to reassure his friend and support him, but he knew it wasn't enough. Jesper had a tough 


fight ahead of him in order to regain control of his life. 


The taller man's eyes were starting to get droopy, and his sentences shorter. He had been fiddling anxiously 
with the edge of his blanket during their conversation, but now his hands stilled. 


"You're falling asleep," Niclas said. "Ill throw your clothes in the dryer before | head out" 

"No," Jesper said, circling his hand around the brunette's wrist as he moved to leave. "Please don't go." 
"I can sleep on the couch if you'd like," Niclas offered. "I'll finish cleaning everything for you tomorrow." 
"No, | mean stay here," the other man said, "in bed" 


Niclas paused a moment, looking into deeply sad eyes. If his friend needed the intimacy of another warm 


human beside him, he could provide that. It wasn't much to ask. 
"Okay," he said. "Let me just take care of that laundry for you and I'll be right back" 
A few minutes later, Niclas had turned out the lights in Jesper's bedroom and slipped out of his jeans. He 
contemplated for a second before removing his shirt as well. Then, he got under the covers beside his friend 
"Thank you," Jesper said quietly. "For everything." 


"Of course," Niclas said. "You're my friend." 


They were quiet for a while. Niclas allowed his eyes to close, listening to Jesper's steady breathing, hoping 
it would lull him to sleep. It had to be close to four in the morning by now. And then, 


"Niclas, l..." So soft, yet he heard a pleading tone within 
A warm hand touched his shoulder, tentative. Niclas held his breath. 


"| just need..." When Niclas didn't flinch, the blonde moved his hand across his chest. He began drawing light 
circles across his skin with his fingertips. 


"Okay," Niclas said, placing his hand over Jesper's, "yeah, that's fine." 


He felt Jesper shift closer to him, aligning his body to his side. Blazing hot skin. So hot it could melt all the 


snow in Gothenburg. 
"Thanks." 


Niclas flipped onto his side, facing away from Jesper, and scooted back to allow the bigger man to wrap his 


arms around him. So warm. The man was a goddamned furnace. Niclas was glad he was only in his underwear. 


He threaded his fingers with Jesper's. He heated up further when he felt Jesper tuck his hair behind his 


ear and begin to kiss him there. That was..unexpected. 


"Oh," he breathed, arching his back automatically. Carnal need began to pool deep within him as the man 
trailed his lips down his neck, to his shoulder, then back. Small nibbles. Moist breath, soft lips. Little gasps. 


He tightened his fingers around Jesper's, and Jesper guided their hands down south, to Niclas's belly. The 
brunette knew where this was going, and he thought momentarily that he ought to put a stop to it. But 
Jesper's touch felt good, and it was dark in the room, and he could pretend... Besides, Jesper needed him. 


He encouraged the bigger man by pushing his hand down further, to the band of his underwear, and then 
he let go, allowing Jesper to do as he pleased. He moved impossibly closer. Niclas's back was already becoming 
slick with sweat. He wanted to throw the covers off the both of them. He wanted to run outside and lay down 


on the frozen grass. 
More kisses. Jesper began rocking his hips. There was a hard, heavy lump there, pressing through the thin 
fabric of their underwear. Niclas arched his back more, pushing back. This wasn't so bad. It was pretty nice, 


actually. 


Did this count as being a comforting friend, or was this a line crossed? 


The blonde's breathing was becoming increasingly ragged. His hand navigated to Niclas's groin. The smaller 
man whimpered. Jesper stroked him through his underwear. It felt good. It felt really fucking good. He could 
cum like this, but... 


The other man tugged down the band of Niclas's boxer-briets. Niclas lifted up to help get them down to 
his thighs, freeing his cock He felt Jesper adjusting behind him, doing the same. When he felt his bare cock 


sliding between his ass cheeks, he shivered with excitement. 


Jesper's hand returned to Niclas's cock. Silently, the two rocked back and forth in the bed, quivering 
breaths the only sound heard. The blonde nuzzled his face into Niclas's neck, his humping becoming more 
insistent. They were both slick with sweat by now, and Niclas had a feeling Jesper would be slipping into him 


soon. The thought aroused him and scared him all the same. 


He reached behind and grasped Jesper's hip, encouraging him. That's when the bigger man's cock finally 
breached him. Niclas sucked in a breath, his entire body tensing as he was penetrated. Jesper's strong body 
was persistent, filling him up. He let out a shaky breath, the wind of it ghosting across Niclas's ear. 


Now, they moved as one unit under Jesper's lead. They were a writhing tangle of tattooed limbs, sweat, and 
long hair. All Niclas could do was feel. Feel and listen to the sounds of their skin colliding. It was dark, too dark 
to see, but it wasn't dark enough to hide what they were doing. Niclas knew he'd smell of Jesper all day 


tomorrow. He knew no matter how many times he showered, he'd never be able to remove the scent. 


Still, the two of them remained wordless. Small gasps, the start of curse words cut off by little moans. 
Jesper's steady pumping of Niclas's cock was drawing him close to the edge. 


And then Jesper broke the silence. 
"/ need fo," was all he said, and he pushed Niclas onto his stomach so that he could drive more deeply into 
him. Niclas grunted uncomfortably, the sound hanging in the room while Jesper started fucking him like his life 


depended on it. 


Their ankles bumped as Jesper used his thighs to squeeze Niclas's tighter together. He brushed the 


brunette's long hair out of the way and buried his face into his neck just in time to let out a choked moan. 

Jesper's weight was suddenly off of him. He was empty, somehow emptier than he had been before his 
band mate breached him. He felt something hot and wet splash the back of his thigh. He lay there unmoving 
and listened as the other guitarist panted, coming slowly down from his high. He heard Jesper shuffle around 
for a moment, and then he felt a tissue against his thigh. Jesper made clumsy work of cleaning him off. 


Niclas felt the bed depress beside him as Jesper settled back down on his side, sighing contentedly. 


"That felt really good,” he said. 


"Yeah," Niclas said into his arms. He slowly rolled back onto his side, tugging his underwear up over his 
softening erection. He pulled the blankets back over himself, as the cool air around him was starting to cling to 
his sweat. Jesper turned over into him and threw a heavy arm around his side. He was too hot, too sweaty 
and sticky, but Niclas didn't have the heart to tell him to stay on his side of the bed. It took a long time for 
him to fall asleep like this. 


Eventually, he managed to close his eyes long enough that daylight was seeping through the windows when 
he opened them again. He slipped out of Jesper's bed, dressed himself, and went to go clean the rest of his 


friend's house and make him some sort of breakfast that wasn't cold pizza. 


It wasn't much. Jesper had to make the decision and take the steps to get sober again. But if Niclas could 
offer him some comfort to help him get there, he'd do whatever he could to keep his friend alive. 


